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out justice; for the problem would still remain to fit these into our scheme. In both or in all of them the story would still seem to be advancing in time and exploring space.
But tHough formidable, the problem is not unanswerable. Space and time seem equally real in War and Peace; but in fact its action takes place in time and time alone. The houses, the drawing-rooms, the streets, the country estates, are evoked, it is true, as definite and recognisable as those in Vanity Fair; but they have not the immutability of Russell Square and Queen's Crawley; they alter, like the characters, and altering become mere aspects of time* At the start they are simply places where people live, like the scenes in Vanity Fair; but presently they become places where people have lived, like the village which Rip Van Winkle returned to after his long sleep. Tolstoy's aim in War and Peace is not the same as Thackeray's, to show a static representation of society in which people behave in a uniform way and in a generalised present; it is, I quote Mr Percy Lubbock, uto enact the cycle of birth and growth, death and birth again/' The characters, he goes on, *c illustrate the story